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f^GASey BUST UP A SUCK SWINPLE--EVERYBODY. 
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THE FAMEP FOREMAN OF TrtE BAR NOTHIMO 
TALKS ENOU&ri FOR TWO, SO HE <5ETS ALONG FtNE 

WITH HIS SILENT PARONERJ 




Mi's MR. BOPKIW5, 
VOU OUT A MOST 
IWPRE5SIVE 
FJC5URE.' 
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THE BIMDINS HAS BEEW HALF- 
CUT TO WEAKEN IT, AND THE 
HANDLE-TOP WHrtTLED AWAY, 
IT HAS BEEW OH PURPOSE -- 
AS WAS «V BOW ; BUT WHY 
I'D BEST LOOK TO MY 
KNIFE, QUICKLY ' 




tING FALCON HEADS FROM ONE DEATH INTO ANOTHER EVEN 
WOR*e/ BUT HE HURRIES INTO T«E HILLS, THE WOLVES AT HI3 
HEELS, UNTIL--- 



ADVEKTISEMENT 



ROCKY" LANE 

and Black Jock 

Top action stars of 
Republic Pictures, 
See this world fa- 
mous Western 
team at your fa- 
vorite movie. 




O SUH DIAL 

Gives correct 
time at a glance. 
Folding arm. 
Genuine gold- 
flashed brasscase." 



O COMPASS 

Perfect for hikes, 
camping"trips. 
Accurate, de- 
pendable. Sealed 
in face of sun dial. 



O DAY AND NIGHT 
SIGNALLING DEVICES 

For nightime »ies- 
sar/es— amazing lumi- 
nous plastic dial 
glows in dark after 
exposure to light. For 
daytime messages — 
use non-breakable 
mirror on back. 




AMAZE YOUR FRIENDS with this remarkable 
triple-action Explorer's Sun Watch. Not 
a toy— hut 3 real, scientifically designed 
instruments in 1 ! Be the first to own this 
sensational watch. Order today. 
AND SAY, PARD'NER, take a tip from your 
pals "Rocky" Lane and Black Jack. 
"Rocky" says, "A Carnation Malt is a 
real he-man drink, chuck full of two- 
fisted energy and eatin' pleasure." Get 
Mom to give you Carnation Malts often. 
They're a cinch to make right at home 
anytime. Tell her to get a jar today— and 
be sure to send for your Explorer's Sun 
"Watch at once. 



Mail this coupon TODAY! 



CARNATION MALTED MILK 

P. O. Box 1SS, Hollywood 28, Caltfarnla 

Pltoie send mn Explorer'^ Sun Wotehlei). For eocH 

walch 1 enclos* 20^ and 1 Carnalion Malted Milk Label. 
(Be tur« lo tend label from fronl of jar.) 

NAME_j : 

{PlaoM prim plainly) 



(Offer AxptretMartb 30,1951 «rtd U limited To U.S.A. onlyl 
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Saga of The BATTERING RAM Jg 
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THAT'l-L SHOW 'EM HOW 
TOUGH SHEEPMEN 
CAN BE ' 
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SPECIAL EDITION 

A Buck Desmond Story 
By Dick Kraut 




T 



IT was mid-afternoon when Buck Des- 
mond rode down out o£ the hills into 
the Nevada town of Comanche. The rambling 
cowboy took a good look around. The first 
thing he saw was a man being beaten up by 
three husky cowboys! The single hombre 
seemed to be doing all right, in spite of the 
odds, but a sudden blow from behind felled 
him . . and the cowhands surged in to pound 
him with their boots. 

Buck Desmond wrenched his bay gelding 
to a rearing stop, and threw himself from the 
saddle. "I don't mind a fair fight, but three 
pairs of high-heeled boots on one man's head 
is liable to do some damage!" 

Moving swiftly, he caught one of the cow- 
boys by the shoulder, half-turned him and 
clipped him on the jaw with a short right- 
hand punch that sent him reeling back, 
stunned. Almost in the same moment. Buck 
slammed a hard punch into the stomach of a 
second ranny, doubling him up in surprised 
paint The- third man grunted and came toward 
the rambling cowhand, fists flailing. 

Gracefully, Buck sidestepped away from his 
clumsy attack, caugHt his arm and twisted 
sharply. Caught off balance, the man dropped 
to the ground heavily. 

His jaw set. Buck faced the three men, fists 
still doubled at his side. "I don't know who 
you beef-eaters are," he said. "But if you want 
trouble, and you're set on working out on just 
one target, try me! I need the exercise! 

Sullenly, the three men rose ajid backed 
away! As they retreated down the street, one 
of them shouted angrily, "Your pot this time, 
stranger! But we'll be back tonight! Just re- 
member that. Bishop ! Your newspaper is 
through!'* 

As they limped out of sight. Buck turned 
to the man he had befriended, and helped him 
to his feet. "What was that all about?" Buck 
asked. "Those galoots seem to hate you worse 
than a prairie chicken hates a coyote! How 
come they beat up on you?" 



The other man grinned painfully and rubbed | 
his smudged face. Shaking Buck's hand, he 
replied, "Reckon the answer is above your 
■ head, Mister." He pointed up at a newspaper 
sign that hung overhead. "I'm Tom Bishop," 
he said, "editor of the Comanche Argus. It's 
the only paper hereabout, and I've been run- 
ning a series against Sam Daws9n. Those three 
caballeros work for Dawson and they had 
orders to peel m'y skin for me!" 

"Hold on," Buck said. "You say you've been 
running a series fighting Sam Dawson. Who j» 
is he? And what's he been doing?" 

"That's a long story," the newspaper editor 
said. "Come on into the Argus office, and I'll 
tell you about it." Together, Buck and Tom 
Bishop went into the newspaper shop, frag- 
rant with printer's ink. The editor sat down. 
"It's like this," he went on. "Sam Dawson has 
been"^ a big rancher around here for a couple 
of years. Lately word has come through that 
the railroad is planning to put a spur line 
through this section — either through Coman- 
che or through Whitetop Pass, fifty miles 
north of here." 

Bishop rubbed his jaw. "Dawson wants the 
land to sell to the railroad at a big profit, so 
he's been making it tough for the ranchers 
hereabouts. Stealing their cattle, cutting off 
their water, trampling down their fences. He's 
forced several men to sell out to him, and he's 
working on the others — and on me, because 
I've opposed him!" 

Buck Desmond nodded. "I see," the ram- 
bling cowboy mused. "He figures the railroad 
is going through Comanche, and that's why 
he's fighting so hard to get this land. 
Hramm ..." 

Suddenly Buck slapped his knee. "Bishop,** 
he said, "I've got an idea. Those punchers said 
that they'd be back tonight. Let's trade on it 
and' set up a special edition of the paper for 
them to read. And meanwhile, let's get word 
out to the ranchers hereabouts that if Dawson 
) tries to sell their land back to them, they're 
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to buy it! Got that? If he tries to sell to them, 
they're, to buy!" 

Tom Bishop grinned. "I'm not sure what 
you're up to, stranger, but I sure like the way 
you talk. I'll set up the special edition as you 
say. And I'll send the message to the boys. 
Most of those who sold out to Dawson are 
still in town, waiting around." 

It was late at night, and Buck Des- 
mond and Tom Bishop crouched in the back 
of the Argus office. Peering through the dark 
at the plate glass front. Buck suddenly 
clutched at the editor's arm. 

"Looks like Dawson's men are plumb about 
to break in," he husked. "Whatever happens, 
be quiet!" 

Together they waited, as a metal bar forced 
its way through the door jamb. It grated heav- 
ily, and then the door swung open. There was 
a silence, and then three husky figures slipped 
in the door. 

Dawson's thugs moved fast. As one of them 
held a sputtering candle high, the others sprin- 
kled kerosene about the floor. One of them was 
about to touch a match to the reeking liquid, 
when the man with the candle, suddenly 
grabbed his arm. "Wait! Look at this paper 
lying on the press." 

The three men huddled over the still damp 
printed sheet, and Buck and Tom Bishop 
could hear them muttering. "It's dated to- 
morrow! And look at that headline! We'd 
better bring this out to the boss! He'll want 
to read it, before everyone else hears about 
it! Let's show it to him before burning the 
office down. Let's git to the horses!" 

The editor and the rambling cowBoy waited 
tensely as the three men vanished through the 
front door. The sound of clattering hoof- 
beats was heard growing fainter in the night 
air! 

"It worked," Tom Bishop triumphed, turn- 
ing to Buck. "They fell for iL They'll take 
the message to Dawson!" 

The next day a band of happy cow- 
men rode up to the newspaper office. Pound- 
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ing on the front door, they roared, "Ope 
Tom ! We want to talk to you and that ram- 
bling friend of yours." 

The door was flung open, and Buck and 
Tom Bishop stood there. "What happened?" 
Buck asked. "Did Dawson make a bid to sell 
you back your land?" 

"'He sure did!" shouted one of the ranchers. 
"Visited each and every one of us, just at the 
the crack of dawn. Said his health was giving 
out, and he wanted to sell his property, cheap. 
We bought back our land at a low price, and a 
couple of us who had enough mazuma bought 
his holdings, too. He's sold out completely. The 
last we saw of him, he and his rannies were 
heading north!" 

Buck Desmond began to laugh! 

"Hold on," said one of the men. "We want 
to know what happened. Here Dawson's try- 
ing every trick in the book to force us to sell 
our spreads to him, and then he suddenly sells 
out to us. How come?" 

WftUCK stopped laughing, and drew a folded 
newspaper from his pocket. "Here's your 
answer, boys," he said. "We had a special edi- 
tion of the Argus printed up last night! Daw- 
son's sidewinders had promised to pay a noc- 
turnal visit to the office, and we left it for 
them to see. They read it, and showed it to him 
pronto! Read it for yourself!" 

Eagerly, the ranchers crowded about. One 
man read it slowly aloud: 

Railroad^ announces it wilJ send spur 
line through Whitetop Pass. Plans to start 
buying property next week. Land values 
due to soar! 

Buck slapped a lean hand against his thigh. 
"When Dawson saw that, he figured there'd 
still be time to get north and buy up Whitetop 
property. So he sold out to you and headed 
north! But I'm afraid he's dUe to a sad sur- 
prise. You see, gents," and here Buck began 
to laugh again, "I didn't come to Comanche 
by accident. I came in advance of a party of 
surveyors! The railroad is going to run the 
spur through Comanche!" 

THE END 
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itMN! you k2i ■SFSMe To 
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m IN THE auB l« A 
/Vulliowiee; iVEVE Bomrf. 

■gANCH TD -m OUR WSiTBRH 
HUHVUG-Om To HAVB OUR 
mST HUNT IJUIWEP BY AH j 
UNKEMPT BUFPOOH J 



PEACH, 6E«T«.' 5/lVCE /^HEH.'HEH.' Xl/H 
/O'K 50 AU-FiRS>y ;1 SHOULPVe 
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NOW ACHIEVED FOR 
THE FIRST TIME! 


A HANDICBAR THAT'S A PeKFCCT SHOCK ABSOKBei'^ 
GIVING A MOST COMFORTABLE, SAFE-tLOATING KIDl 



SPRING 
HANDLEBARS 

fATENTED AU OVER THE WORLD 




The QAZDA Spring Handlebar for Bicycle — Motor- 
cycle with it» high quality j(ee/ spring element, is 
scientiflcolly designed to eliminate all shocks and 
Vibraff'ons to tht rider which even the fnost expert* 



ALL SHOCKS ABSORBED 
UNBREAKABLE 
FITS ANY BICYCLE 
UNBENDABLE 



sive Spring Fork cannot do. Thli magic patented 
Spring Element is enclosed irt a rustproof high polished 
flexible CHROMI-NUM Bar, giving smarlnesj to 
every Bicycle — Motorcycle. 



r 



SAFSTY • COMfORr • SMAR7NESS • FOR ONLY U 93 POST PAID 
iASK FOR GAZDA Sprino Hondlebgri for Molorbik«— Motorcycle— giv* Mok* & Modal) 
■^.>,9^>^n»^^i^'^'^-^'^'^^^^ MAIL COUPON""""*"--—"""— 
lOOX MONIY lACK 

(Guarantee 

tf these handlebars do not prove to be 

Nomet. 



the safest and most comfoVlable you ^ 
have ridder* with, your money will be ^ 
^ immediately refunded. ^ 



AMERICAN OCTANATOR CORP. 
(Bicycle Departmenl) 
Providence, iL-L 

Pleaie ruili me one GAZDA Spring tta 
Check — Mon«y Order for $4.95. 



idlabor far Bicycle, I am encloiing 



Addreui- 
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Let Red Ryder and Daisy show-jiou how to 
earn money to buy a Daisy B-B Gun! Get your 
copy of Daisy's brand new boy money-maker 
GUIDE BOOK— just out. Read page after page 
of money-making tips— how and where to get 
sparetime jobs— how to keep track of your 
earnings — iioW to interest Dad in your plans- 
Red Ryder comic strip revealing how real cow- 
boys earn their guns, saddles, spurs — many 
other features! ■ BOY money-maker (with 
DAISY catalog)' costs Only 10c plus unused 3c 
stamp BUT it may help you own a Daisy in a 
few days! So, if you're willing to work to earn 
a Daisy— order "MONEY-MAKER"now— it shows 
you how. Mail coupon! 

ks, feels, hoodies like a rcnl wi 
jy's saddle pun! Carbine Rii>« with lealhci 
saddle thonp" atlachcd. nKi> KVOEii's name, 
picture, horse branded on Pistol Grip Slock. 
Ask Dad to buy your Daisy Cowboy Cnr- 
bine now at your favorite hard' 
sports poods or department 
Only S4.95. 




DAISY MANUFACTURING CO., Dept. Mil, PLYMOUTH, MICHIGAN. U. S. A. ^ 

□ BOV MONEV-MAKER GUIDEBOOK Si CATALOG. I enclose I 
■ (10c coin)- and unused 3c alnmp lor MONEY-MAKER with 

iniest DAISY CATALuG. Bush poatpaidi 

□ 128-I*AGE HANDBOOK NO. 2 8: CATALOG. I enclose 10c ii 
coin plus unugcil 3c stamp for your thick, 12S-paBb, pockcc-sizc ■ 
HANDBOOK ol comics, cowboy lore, rocket dope, how to build ■ 

Ihinsa. etc.— including latest Daisy CATALOG. ■ 

Rusli postpaid. I 

□ MONEY-MAKER. HANDBOOK NO, 2, > 

CATALOG. J enclose 2Sc in coin. Rush postpaid. I 

name | 

Sl.b-No -■ r 

Cily - Stale j 



B^B GUNS 

DAISY MANUFACTURING CO., Depl. ]m. PLYMOUTH, MICHIGAN, U, SX 



mmsissm.- THE SAGA OF THE BATTERING RAM 



